The Tragedy of Hamlet 

hcarc me old fticnd.can you play the murthcr of Ganzago} 

P/^y, 1 my Lord. 

w/m Wcelc bau’t to morrow night, you could for need ftudy 
a Ipccch of fomc dofen lines, or fixteene lines, which I would fn 
dowiic and infert in t.-could you not? 

Vlay, ImyLord. 

HiVtt Very well, follow that Lord , and looKe youmockchito 
uot. My good fricuds,Ilc leaue you till night,you are welcome 

to Elfo-nodr^. Exenf3tVol.a»d^lajers, 

Fof. Good my Lord. 

Ham, I fo.Ood buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flauc an 1 1 

Is it not monftrous that this player hcere 

But in a fixion,in a dreame m pafHon 

Could force hisfoule fo to his owne conceit 
Th at from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his cycs,diftratl:ion in his alpeft, 

A broken voycc,and his whole funcSioB futing 
With formes to his conceit;and all for nothisg. 

For Hecubat 

What’s to him, or he to her. 

That he fhoiild weepefor her?what would he doc 

Had he the motiue,and that for paflion 

That I haue ? he would drowne the ftage with teares. 

And cleaue the generall care with horrid fpcech. 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and cares;yct I, 

A dulland muddy mettled raskall pcake. 

Like /ffi&»-a-dreames , vnpregnant of my caufc. 

And can fay nothing;no not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and moft dearc life, 

A damn’d defcatc was made ; am I a coward. 

Who calls me villainc,brcakes my pate acrofle, 

Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Twekes me by the nofc,giues me the lie i’th throatc 
As deepe as to the lungcs.-who does me this, 

Habls’ wounds 1 ftiould take it ; for it cannot be 
But I ana pldgion iiuerd,and lacke gall 


Prince of Denmarke* 

Totnakc oppreffion bitter, or ere this 

Ifbouldhaucfattedalltheregion kytes ^ 

With this flauesoffall, bloody, baudy villaine, ^ 

RemorfclclTc, treachcrous,lctcherous, kindlcfle vlHauic. 

Why what an AlTc am I ? this is moft braue. 

That I the fonne of a dccrc father murthcred, - 
Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and bell, 

Muft like a whore vnpack my heart with words, 

Andfall acurfing like a very dtabbe ; a ftallion, fierppont, foh. 
About my btaincs , hum, I haue heard. 

That gudty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the feene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foulc, that prefently 
They haue proclaim’d their malefaftions : 

Formurther though ithauc no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ . He haue thefe Players 

Play fomthing like the murtVier ofmy father 
Before mine Vrtcle, He obferue his lookes, 
lie tent him to the quicke, a do blench 

I know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue iecnc 

May be a diuel), and the diuell hath power . , , 

T’afliimc a plesfing fliapc; yea and perhaps, : ’ ' 

jutof my weakcnelTe and- my melahcholly,.^ , j. 

hce is very potent with flichfpirits, :*' 

Abufes mee to damne mee 5 He haue grounds 

More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing , . ■ 

Wherein He catch the conference of the King. ‘ Exitj ^ 

Enter King, Qwenet Tclonius, Ophelia, Pofencraus,Gi*yl- 
derjfierne^ Lords 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why hec puts on this confulion. 

Grating fohatfhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof He doocs confefle be fcclcs himfelfe diftrafted. 

But from what caufe awillby nomeanes fpeake. ^ 

Nor do wee find him forward to be founded, . 

But with a crafty madnes keepes 4',bofc 

When vve would bring him on to Ibnac confeffion 

G. 


